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any country at all. There was something in its
bleak spaces, its coldly blowing winds, its little
stone walls running like live things about the
fells, its glancing, shining waters,, its cleanliness
and strength and honesty, that was akin to his own
strong unfaltering purpose,

He had, of course, the defects of his qualities
like all of us, and it was one of his defects that
he made no allowance for the poetic, incalculable
quality in human nature. He thought, even now
at the young age of seventeen, that he could always
calculate with perfect safety. He knew exactly
what his father and mother would do and say.
His father with his large hearty good-nature, his
simple laughter, his ability for seeing what was
under his nose, and his stupidity in thinking that
that was all that there was; his common sense that
stopped just short of real knowledge; his senti-
mentality (Will, like many another practical man
and woman, mistook for sentimentality quite
deep and genuine feeling), his boisterous physical
life, love of food, of drink, of hunting, or horses,
of cock-fighting and card-playing and wrestling
and football; his kindliness and satisfaction with
small material things. Will knew that most of
the business was now left to Mr* Metcalfc and his
son, his father's partners in Liverpool^ and he
despised his father for so leaving it, He had a
good-natured regard for his father and he despised
him thoroughly*

He really loved his mother; it was perhaps the
strongest human feeling that he had* and this was
chiefly because he thought that she managed the